"BRIGHTER CRICKET"

FORGIVE the headline. I am not going to
suggest wide stumps, a narrow bat, a two-ball
over, no boundaries, or no pad-play: the small
ball has already been tried and found wanting.
But after reading Good Enough for England by
Richard Randolph, published in The Boys' Friend
Library at fourpence, I could think of no other
that would fit.

I bought the book at the railway bookstall on
Godalming Station. Up with the lark that
morning, I had already exhausted the newspapers,
and I wanted something to read in the train.
My eye was suddenly caught by a lurid cover,
amid rows of lurid covers, more unusual than the
rest. The ground-work was red. The scene was
just inside the window of a cricket pavilion, with a
match ei progressing " in the background. In the
foreground a young cricketer, just in from the
wicket, was reeling, his eyes closed, his cap falling
from his head, his bat dropping from his gloved
hand: and over the window-sill there leaned a
sombreroed and red-bearded man blazing a
revolver (held in the left hand) at him. Curiosity
was violently aroused. Was this, I speculated, a
left-handed bowler whom the hero had done out
of his place in the team ? Or was he (for he
certainly looked it) a Bolshevik who had realised
that sport was the great stabilising influence in
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